ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

So in a few minutes I was out on the road again, thank-
ing God for the blessing of a road that belongs to no man,
and travels away from all men.

I did not want to see the Italians. Something had got
tied up in me, and I could not bear to see them again, I
liked them so much 5 but, for some reason or other, my
mind stopped like clockwork if I wanted to think of them
and of what their lives would be, their future. It was as
if some curious negative magnetism arrested my mind,
prevented it from working, the moment I turned it towards
these Italians.

I do not know why it was. But I could never write to
them, or think of them, or even read the paper they gave
me, though it lay in my drawer for months, in Italy, and I
often glanced over six lines of it And often, often my
mind went back to the group, the play they were rehears-
ing, the wine in the pleasant caf6, and the night. But the
moment my memory touched them, my whole soul
stopped and was null; I could not go on. Even now I
cannot really consider them in thought. I shrink involun-
tarily away. I do not know why this is*
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